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‘They Were Nice Kids ’ 


y - By Anne Hebald 

, .Washington Post Staff Writer 

The smell of pizza filled 
Eddie Leonard’s Sandwich 
Shop at 13th and G Streets 
NW, yesterday and the su- 
pervisor,.; Vicky, Wright, was 
“just exhausted.” 

“They - just worked us to 
death,” she said of those 
here for the antiwar protest. 
' “They cleaned us out. By 
Sunday morning we couldn’t 
serve a full breakfast. In the 
afternoon, we didn’t have a 
slice of bread deft for a 
sandwich,” Lewis Fisher, 
who works at the. Drug Fair, 
at 15th and L Streets NW, 
said. 

“We’re' lucky we have any- 
thing left, at all, the way. 
they’ve been, coming in 
here,” a. reporter was told at 
Boland’s of Capitol Hill gro- 
cery store Saturday night 
when he tried to buy a jug 
of apple cider. 

While several hundred of 
their still energetic fellow 
antiwar marchers rallied 
and marched again yester- 
day, protesting construction 
of the Three Sisters Bridge 
—still, hundreds more set- 
tled into downtown restaur- 
ants to rehash, the week- 
end’s . events. , 

, They, looked tired and 
they said they were tired. 

The weekend, had the same 
effect on most of the men 
and women of Washington 
who serve the public. 

. Lucy Grey, , a counter girl 
at. Holloway House Cafe- 
teria, 14th Street and New 
York Avenue NW, worked 
the 6 a,m.-2 p.m. shift yester- 
day without letup. 

She. described the march- 
ers: “They were really nice 
kids. They got up and left 
when the manager asked 
them to, they even cleared 
their own tables — some of 
them. I came here seven 
years ago from Greenville, 
N.C., and this was the nicest 
group of protesters I’ve seen 
yet.” 

Mrs. Grey stared across 


the: large cafeteria with a 
seating' capacity, of , 199 
where tables were crowded 
with button - wearing, arm- 
banded, hungry , peace dem- 
onstrators. , 

Many Of them were easily 
distinguishable from other 
noontime diners downtown. 
The District’s students at 
George Washington^ How-, 
ard, American, Georgetown 
and Catholic universities — 
rarely leave ' their own 

neighborhoods for a Sunday 
brunch. 

Yesterday ’s Sunday 
brunchers came a good deal 
farther than from across 
town. . 

Howard Gutow, 19, Jona- 
than Goldmen, 19, and 
Marty Begun, 18, had driven 
by car from Ann Arbor, 
Mich., where they are stu- 
dents at the University of 
Michigan. 

Bearded (Goldman), long- 
haired (Begun) and bespec- 
t a c 1 e d (Gutow), they 
laughed over some of their 
sleeping quarters— two had 
shared the floor of a walk-in 
closet Friday night — but re- 
peatedly, they returned to 
the subject of the largest 
rally in Washington’s his- 
tory. 

With the exception of the 
most radical splinter of the 
many factions represented, 
the demonstrators had won 
the kind of praise they re- 
ceived from Lucy Grey, 
their counter girl, that they 
were, “the nicest group of 
protesters . . . yet.” 

Why? 

“The country is moving to 
the right ... if we hadn’t 
been so ‘good’ . . . we’d just 
get white backlash,” Howard 
Gutow, who said his college 
major is for eastern studies, 
responded with quick ease. 

“This type of demonstra- 
tion, of course, is simply a 
reinforcement,” added 
Marty Begun. , 


The group had discussed 
the theory of peaceful dem- 
onstrations, of the politics of 
confrontation and the effec- 
tiveness of protest. Their 
conversation was largely a 
spoken version of short- 
hand, staccato bursts of 
what they called “our cul- 
ture.” 

Goldman explained, ex- 
panding on the thoughts of 
his friends, “The time has 
passed when people can be- 
lieve that a peaceful demon- 
stration, even of this size, 
can do anything. If people 
haven’t drawn that conclu- 
sion after five years of Viet- 
nam war protests, they 
haven’t observed what has 
been happening . . .” 

“Awfully glad I was here,” i 
said Marjory Pratt, whose 
husband, Carroll Cornelius 
Pratt, is professor emeritus 
in psychology at Princeton | 
University. Now in her 60s : 
Mrs. Pratt, a woman the 
younger demonstrators 
around her described as “a 
dignified lady,” stood out- 
side the New York Avenue - 
Presbyterian Church in the 
chilly (it was 42 degrees at 
12:53 p.m., as she stood 
there) afternoon sunlight. 

“Some of the young peo- 
ple said to me yesterday, 
'Thank you so much for 
walking with us the whole 
time, Mrs. Pratt’ Well, I 
very much felt that I 
wanted to thank them for 
marching with me.” 


